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shambling good-humouredly along he peers
for his friend and colleague. The horrible
noise of the band hushes, the shocking animal
desires retreat, even the smells become
tolerable, the mirrors cloud themselves, and
the naked negress, relinquishing her man,
shrinks through a door. The Orontes has
ebbed with its foul and yellow flood. The
Tiber has returned. Aristide Briand has
come bringing civilization back.
There are others who take a different view
of him. Fortunately I never understood
politics, but I sometimes understood politi-
cians. I did not understand Briand. I loved
him. I think therefore that the German
was right5 and when he died I said so:
The Cyrano of peace to those hereafter
worthy to follow him doth here remit
the rapier of his gasconading laughter,
and the panache of his heart-broken wit.
But he was not dead that day when I
arrived late at lunch at the Villa Lammer-
moor. It was not my fault that I was late,
but how was I to know that all the great of
the earth were there, having preceded me,
and that a high place had been most un-
deservedly reserved for the obscure late-
comer? Briand, of course, sat on my
hostess's right, but as I entered I was near
enough to hear him say, cComme marque de
confidence je vais avouer monsieur que le